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Intro 


Author's Notes: 
This did not happen nor will it ever. This is all a work of fiction, coming straight from my mind. This is used 


for entertainment purposes, not meant to offend anyone. Enjoy and please leave feedback 


Johnny awoke to his front door squeaking opened. His eyes popped opened and he threw his bed sheets to the 
side, jumping out of the bed and into the closet. He grabbed a metal bat he kept in there and quietly crept 
over to the inside of the door. He waited til the doorknob twisted and pushed open. Johnny stared at the 
emptiness the door revealed behind it, leaving him to wonder if it was just some ghost or, hopefully, a vivid 
dream he hasn't awoken from yet. 

His heart thundered in his chest, his ears only hearing the sound of blood rushing through as the dead air held 
onto him, intensifying every second until the door opened further, revealing Matt. Johnny stepped back, 
lowering the bat. "What the fuck are you doing in my house at one in the fucking morning." Johnny groaned, 
looking at Matt with fury. 

"The guys and | kinda need you." He muttered as Johnny set the bat down to lean on his nightstand. "What the 
fuck do you need help with at this time? Can't you wait until tomorrow?" Johnny asked as he rubbed his eyes 


after setting the bat down in the closet. "It's complicated to explain, just come on, I'll do whatever you want." 


Matt begged, tugging on the Johnny's sweatshirt sleeve. Johnny sighed, bowing his head as he pinched the 
bridge of his nose. "Fine," He finally grumbled, allowing his body to relax. Matt seemed satisfied, a big grin 
growing on his lips. "But you still owe me." He mumbled. 

"Great, just get some shoes and a jacket, it's kinda cold" Matt beamed. "I'll be in the car, make it quick" Matt 
left the room, nearly running and jumping down the hall and out the door in pure joy. Johnny shook his head, 
slipping on a pair of old converse and some black jacket he had hanging around. He grabbed his keys and left his 
home, locking the door behind him. 


One: Zacky 


Author's Notes: 
This did not happen nor will it ever. This is all a work of fiction, coming straight from my mind. This is used 


for entertainment purposes, not meant to offend anyone. Enjoy and please leave feedback 


Matt parked the car in his driveway. "Alright, when you get out, | need you to stand with your hands behind 
your back." He turned to Johnny, looking at him stern. "And why would | do that?" Johnny squinted, tilting his 
head to the side. "Just do it, i'll explain inside." Johnny was hesitant at first but gave in, not wanting to think of 
any possibilities at this early in the morning. He got out and opened the door once they unlocked. Matt came 
over to where Johnny was standing in the demanded pose. Matt took out the handcuffs he kept in his jacket 
pocket, opening them. Johnny stood still, not thinking much of it until he felt the cold metal of the handcuffs, 
followed by them clicking shut. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" Johnny whirled around on his heels with gritted teeth, looking at Matts shit 
eating grin. "Like | said, the guys and | will explain inside, c'mon" Matt firmly held onto Johnny's shoulders, 
guiding him through the garage and into the living room, Johnny glaring at him hard the entire way. 

When they entered the room, everyone looked at Johnny with the same fucked up grin Matt wore seconds ago. 
“Alright, we decided that it'll start from the shortest to tallest guy. Zee, you're first." Matt exclaimed, pushing 
Johnny forward, making him stumble. Zacky hopped up from his seat on the couch, striding to his friends. 

The youngest boy looked at his friends in fear, watching as Zacky tugged him along the hallway and into a 
bedroom. Once inside, Zacky closed and locked the door. "Don't do anything I'll regret, man" Johnny said, his 
voice wavering with fear. Zacky giggled and began unbuttoning his jeans. He grabbed Johnny by the chains and 
bent him over the bed, yanking down his sweats and boxers. "D-don't you dare, Zeel" Johnny cried out, 
squirming on the bed. Zacky unzipped his jeans slowly, making Johnny shudder with apprehensiveness. 

"Trust me, you wont regret it.” Zacky leaned over Johnny's small body, whispering in his ear. Johnny mumbled 
quietno's', pleading for it not to happen, trying to shake off Zacky's cold fingers from his cheeks. While 
speaking, he positioned himself, then forced himself in hard. Johnny cried out in pain, his eyes squeezing shut 
as he held his breath. "Holy fuck," Zacky gasped, not daring to move. Johnny breathed out heavily, tears 
pricking the corners of his eyes as he tried not to show any pain. 

Slowly, Zacky began moving his hips in long, slow drags. Zacky held onto Johnny's waist, trying to adjust to the 
tightness. Every so often, Johnny would grunt loudly out of his usual soft whines and hesitant moans. "Told 
you." Zacky looked down, his head still dropped back. "Told you you won't regret it" He finished, thrusting in a 
bit harder. Johnny moaned in response, mouthing an ‘ah’. "Fuck you, man-ahh" Zacky picked up his pace by a bit 
and began pushing in harder. "I-I'm only enjoyi-ing this b'cus you're hitting.mmm.. hittin: the spot." Johnny cried 
out louder, clenching his fists behind his back. 

Zacky grabbed onto the chain attacking the metal loops behind Johnny's back and used it as leverage, picking up 
his speed. Zacky's breath was heavy, often humming when he pursed his lips. Johnny, on the other hand, had 
his mouth opened, his cheek rubbing against the bed sheets, and soft moans escaping his throat. 

lm close. and completely unprotected." He began saying. "But just know, I'd never do anything to hurt you.!-'m 
gonna," Zacky grunted, squeezing his eyes shut. "I'm gonna co-" He never finished, but he spilt his seed inside 


Johnny, slowing his pace as the rest leaked out. Johnny was still painfully hard, his cock craving to be touched 

by something other than his boxers. 

Zacky finished, pulling out and fixing his jeans. He lazily pulled Johnny's sweats and boxers back over, avoiding to 
clean him off. He helped Johnny back to his feet and began their way back to the living room. 

"Not gonna lie, but he's pretty damn good" Zacky giggled, shoving Johnny to Brian. Johnny fell back onto Brian's 

broad chest, looking up with his eyes squinted. Brian smirked and grabbed the chains, pulling him back to the 


same room from before. 


Two: Brian 
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They entered without a word being spoken, Brian following behind and locked the door behind him. "Lemme see 
your hands." Johnny turned around, listening to the click as Brian unlocked one of the cuffs. "You'll need ‘em." 
He shot a smile, but Johnny just winced, awkwardly giggling in response as he rolled his strained shoulders. 
Brian took his seat on an old wooden chair in the corner of the room, making Johnny drop to his knees. Johnny 
obeyed as Brian began unbuttoning his jeans and pulling them down to his mid thighs. 

"Suck or ride, your choice." Brian said, raising a brow. Johnny didn't respond but instead began pulling down his 
boxers with trembling fingers. Johnny tugged down the boxers quickly, watching as Brian's cock bobbed out. 
hesitantly, Johnny wrapped his fingers around the shaft, slowly beginning to stroke him. After what felt like 
forever of slower-than-molasses stroking , Brian was getting on the edge of his patience. "Use your damn lips." 
His voice was practically a whisper, but still showed dominance. 

Johnny closed his lips around the head, listening to Brian's breath hitch. Brian hummed as Johnny worked his 
mouth over the head, his nimble hands working the shaft. Johnny looked up at Brian, locking his eyes with 
Brian's heavy ones, making sure to hold the gaze. "Oh, God." Brian moaned, dropping his head back onto the 
chair and digging his fingers onto the armrests. 

"Fuck, Christ.. Use your tongue." Brian pleaded. Johnny happily obliged and licked along the underside of his cock, 
humming low to increase the pleasure. Brian inhaled sharply and swallowed loudly. Johnny picked up his pace, 
stoked and sucking faster, licking the head every time he'd go up. 

Brain moaned and bucked his hips upwards. "Dear God, l'm gonna fucking cum." Brian grunted as he came, 
holding Johnny's head in place as he rolled his hips in and out of his mouth. Once Brian was finished, he let go 
of Johnny's head. Johnny coughed, spit mixed with cum dripping down his chin. Before Johnny could wipe it 
away, Brian dragged Johnny to stand up and grabbed his wrists, forcing Johnny to turn his back. Brian pulled 
out the key and locked the cuff back on. 

"Can you at least clean off my chin?" Johnny asked indignantly. "I don't think so. You look like a little slut. The 
rest would like to see you like that" Brian teased, pulling up Johnny and groping his still hard cock. "I can tell 
you need release, maybe Matt will help?" Brain smirked and tugged Johnny through the fabric of his sweats. 
"God, | can't wait that long." Johmy sighed with pleasure, looking down with his eyes closed. "Please." He began 
as Brian continued his torture of tugging then stopping. "Please what?" Brian asked, forcing Johnny to look at 
him. "Please get me off, man, please." 

"Get you off of what? You need to be more specific for me." Brain mocked him, talking like a mother to her 
small child. "For fuck's sake, make me fucking cuml" Johnny growled, pushing his hips into Brian's hand. "Of 
course.” Brain smiled and pushed Johnny against the wall. He pushed down Johnny's boxers and sweats to his 
knees. Johnny breathed heavily as Brian pulled on his flesh, bucking his hips into Brian's hand. 

"Fuck my hand like the fucking slut you are." Brain growled in his ear, pushing his chest into Johnny's, pinning 
him to the wall. Johnny winced at being called a slut but he shrugged it off in the heat of the moment, 


continuing to thrust his hips into Brian's hand. Johnny moaned, spilling his seed into Brian's hand, cum leaking 
and dripping onto the carpet. Brian laughed, pulling his hand up to Johnny's mouth. "Lick it up." 

Johnny hesitantly stuck his tongue out and began lapping up his own cum. Brian watched and smiled with 
amusement, turning his hand as Johnny licked his fingers clean. Brain smiled, keeping his gaze with Johnny's, 
taking in much joy to the innocent was Johnny's brows furrowed and the way his supple tongue worked around 
his long fingers. Brian, being satisfied with the cleanliness of his hand, wipes the fresh saliva on his jeans 
before unlocking the door. 

"Let's go, Matt's probably waiting for his turn" Brian walked out Johnny with a satisfied smile, leading him into 
the living room. 


